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no swaraj. We need not have to offer it in fact, but we must
have the ability. I must find work for my impatient young men,
I agree with you that there is danger of corruption creeping into
our camp if we do not take care. I have learnt from my guru
the value of Truth in all our dealings. I want you to live with
him for a few days at least. Your need is not the same as mine.
But he has given me strength I did not possess before. I see things
clearly which I saw dimly before.35

But I dare not carry on this part of the conversation any fur-
ther. I can only tell the reader that it developed into a spi-
ritual discussion or rather discourse, for it was all an endless
stream on his part of what he was then doing and what he
proposed to do when he was stronger. The discourse gave me
an insight into his deeply spiritual nature which I did not pos-
sess before. I did not know that it was his ruling passion as
it is that of so many distinguished Bengalis. When he first talk-
ed, now four years ago, of building a hut on the banks of the
Ganges and repeated it at Sassoon Hospital when he came to see
me, I laughed within myself at the idea and jocosely said that,
when he built his hut, I must share it with him. But I discover-
ed my error at Darjeeling. He was more in earnest about it than
about his politics on which he had entered only by force of cir-
cumstances.

Nor need the reader consider that I have exhausted all the
topics we discussed. I have endeavoured to recall only the princi-
pal things. I have omitted his pictures of men both European
and Indian.

But if our main conversation always turned round the charkha,
our daily routine was not otherwise. The whole household had be-
come a spinning club. Mahadev, Satish Babu and I had become
expert teachers. We all had our share of teaching Deshbandhu.
He had begun his lessons seriously at PatnIL *He had asked
Rajendra Babu for a teacher. But he was too ill then to make
much progress. At Darjeeling he had better hoj>e. His left shoul-
der was aching, but when the ache was gone, he would do much
better, he said. "But mind, I am very stupid with my hands. Ask
my wife how helpless I am/5 "Yes," said Basanti Devi, "he calls me
in even for unlocking his little box.*' "You women are too cun-
ning for men. You keep your husband helpless even in small
matters, so as to have your complete mastery over him,** I said.
The whole house seemed to come down with the ringing of
Deshbandhu's laughter. He had both the capacity for heartily
weeping and laughing. His weeping he did in secret, like his wife.